[

Human Documents of Married Life

By Virginia T. Van de Water

Intimate and Human, Intensely Alive, Each Story Presenting a Problem
Which Might Occur to Any One of Us at Any Time

WHY | MARRIED AGAIN

ing above my deak, telling
me what day of the month
this 18, has set mo think-
Ing of the reason that led to
my second marriage. For
this {8 the anniversary of
my first wedding day, It
seams strangs that

should remember this,

and that there is nobody |

to whom 1 can talk of the thoughts
that the date bringa to me
Ertnest and I were absurdly happy,

our friends sald Maybe they were
right, but 1 did not ses #any absurdity
In our blles. My husband's income

was a comfortable one, but not large
1 suppose we could have saved money,
but we did not try to, and lived up
to avery cont wo had

"Why should we bother? Ernest
would ask merrlly. “Tm sure of my
job, and It brings us In enough to give
us u good tlme and to pay ak we go.

Slnee we have each other, why not
make the most of all the happiness
that comes to ns? When wa begin to
grow old we cau belng to save"
Yen, It was a ¢are-freo, hapny life
I bad left college, expecting to sup-
port myseif, and began by writlng an
ocensional story to enrn a little money
I was, In fact, a poor girl when 1 mar.
rled, My parents were dead and an
aunt In the Wast had esred for and
educated me until she died, leaving me
with sufMolent mones y take me to
New York, wherse 1 hpd o few friends
and where 1 determingd to make my
living by my pen. How easy it sounds,
&1 ww ensy | thought It was before
1
not have to earn the
pr ous llving then for, durlng the
f night In New York, whlle I
v | staying with the frlends who
te in until 1 could lod for a
Eu boarding place, 1 met Ernest,
Jures was I suppose, what ]:--n]'-iﬁ
call u cabe of love at first sight.
We had o short engagemant, and had
the prognostications of our acqualnt-
ances proved true, we would have re-

pented at leisure. But we never did.
For five perfect years we were the
happiest couple In the world, We had
& dalnty 1little apurtment and kept one
excellent servant. In soclety we had
friends who llked us; at home, we
had each other. Our honeymoon
lasted five times tweolve months.

And then Ernest dled. It was all so
sudden that T feit as {f he had slipped
away intothe Great ['nknown without
stopping to wave me a last good-by,
I euppose | was numbed and dazed, for
I dld not ery out nor mnke & moan.
1 remember wondering how Ernest
could do such n thing when be knew
that he was all T had. He might have
walled long enough, I thought, to tell
me that be was golng, and what I was
to do without him. 1 almost envied
him because he was spared the lone
liness to which he had left ma.

Anyone who hes been through a
crushing sorrow knows the misery of
the obsession of petty thoughts, It Is
as If one's true eelf were made une
consclous by the blow, and only the
small, weak, and trival side of one's
nature ssserted ltaelf

The night before they buried Brnest
I was left alone with him—except for
the servant asleep In her room. My
friends had been very Kind and had
attended to everything for me, 1 sup-
pose they thought that it was all right
to legve as caltm & woman as | seemed
alone on this last night. T have re-
membered that often sinca then when
1 have heard people declare that soma-
one in sorrow “ls wonderfully qulet
and brave” How little they know!
But ! was glad my friends thought this
of me. After they had conxed me to
go to bed and all had gone away, 1
got up, put on slippers and wrapper,
and went into the llttle parlor whera
Ernest lay, As | gared at him 1 could
at first only remember how handsome
ha had looked on the last evening we
had spent alone together. He had
taken me out to dinner and 1 bad
chided him, lsughingly, for ordering go
many good things, “just for me.” He
had Inslsted that when he dined “with

the swestest woman in the land" he
liked her to eat the best things he
could afford. He had looked st mea
an he eald this, lfted his glass of
champagns to his lps, and drank
my bealth, the smilse T loved to see
brightening hls fuce and lghting his
Byes Now, for an awful moment,
I looked down on his closed
eyes. Then the truth came to me,

aod | felt that he was dead.

Nobody ever knew what that appre-
clation or realizatlon meant to me.
The whols world changed while T was
alone In that lttle parlor, before 1
crept back at daylight to my own
room. God was very far off and did
not seemn to hear or care. And Er-
nest was dead

My friends helped me find a four-
room and bath apartment In am un
fashionable street It was up four
fights of stalrs, as the higher one
went the cheaper It was, Only "fat-
houses” were on that block, and the
street swarmed with children—monst
of them the small sons and dhughters
of the janitors. Ths courts wers nar.
row snd 1 used to hear the nalghbors
talking across the alr ahaft. Bome-

times they quarreled, and the sounds
of altercation disgusted me. It was

ERHAPS tho calendar bang: | Itke another world from that to which | {diosyncrasies of magnzine editors
My only life| wors oft my nerves and spirits
in an apartment had been in that to | would come homa slated ona day, but

I had been nocustomed.

which Ernest had taken me when we
| were marrled—a amall apartment, to
ba sure, but in a handsome house over-
| Tooking the river. Now | was a poor
| woman., Yet 1 4ld not feel that we
| hnd made a mistake in saving nothing
| tor such a continguncy as the one that
had arisen. While I lived, 1 lved, 1
reminded myself. 1 had hind my day,

I fed my physleal belng with
enotgh tasteloss food to keaep it aliva.

1 suppose that self-preservation is one
of the great laws of nature that work
while we are unconsclous of them.

I did not want (o meet my friends
of happler days, and, in my desp de
jection, I did not make them very wel-
come when they ran in to eall on ma
1 felt uncomfortable when the few
women who came reminded me of how
far 1 lived from my old haunts and
from their present homes, so I did not
urge them to repeat thelr firet cills

Men do not seem to mind one's sur !

roundings, in fact scarcely app
notice them., And one does not feel
that one apologlze to & man
when he has to take a long trip to
call on one. So whon Charlle Bor-
den, a young reporter o whom my
husband had been kind, got into the
habit of running in to see me every
week, I showed him that he was wel-
come. He took me ocut to supper og-
caslonally on Sunday evenings, or for
a walk on Sunday sfternoons. These
lculiﬂ and outings made a break In my

ear o

must

round of work, for 1 was writing now
for my living—or trying to. 1 know
tho boy was sorry for me, and ona eve-

ning he sald so Weo had returned

from taking supper In o downtown
restaurant, and found the apartment
dark and cold. He shivered as heo
Hghte the gas In my tiny reception
room and heard the wind howl at the
windows

“It'n dreary here for you'" he mald,
with embarrassment. 1 don't supposs

you care to hear me say go, but 1 have
| n heartache when [ think how lonely
you must be sometimes. Aand 1 can't
Ihl‘lp thinking of what a dandy home
you had and how lhappy you were—
before ho went.” ’

“Don't!" I sald sbarply
talk about it!"

I feared that I had hurt the boy
and told him I was sorry. He mur-
murid confusedly something about
“wishing he could do anything to make
things easier.”

“You do," I sald gratefully, “by com-
ing to see me”

After that he came twice s week
ingtead of once. I did pnt object. 1
llked the lad and remembered that
Ernest had been fead of him. [ was
at my desk most of the day except |
when [ went downtown to try to sell |
something 1 liad written, 1 could not |
work all the day and sll the evening, |
100, nnd I found Charlle a diversion. |

But one spring evening, coming In
and finding me sitting alona in the
twilight, he told me that he loved me.
At first T was shooked, then angry,
then bored. I tried to be kind and ex-
plain that I was ten years older than
he, & woman of the world, while he
was & mers boy. He thought that e
was horribly hurt He did not call
again for a month, and then but once,
until the followlag October whes he
came in to tell me about his engage-
ment to “the dearest little girl ever.”
I congratulated him, and he looked
more confused than when he had told
me he loved me, as he asked me to
“try to forget the foollah milstake he
had made last spring" I tried to
make him belleve that I had forgotten
It weeks ago

1 have mentioned this little affair
because Charlic Horden was the first
man who showed me, after my hus-
band's death, that my life was a rather
complex problem. ‘There were, of
course, other men, for there are al-
| ways men for the women who enjoy
| them nnd are good comrades. | was
not handsome, nor even pretty. But
i ltke men and they have always
| been kind to me. | met many of them
at this stage of my existence, and to
thelr encouragement and Interest ino
my work I owed the fact that I got
enough writing to keep eoul and body

“Don't

together, and to dress the latter In de- |

cent clothes. Black Is always a safe
garb and [ bought only that which
was In good miyle and took execellent
| care of ft

I learned very soon In my lonely
carcer that if one would succecd, one
must appear succesaful. That I had
not known that fact carlier wus, pers
haps, the resson one editor looked at
| me patronlzingly when | offered him
a story

write?" he asked bluntly,

"No," I sald tremulously, “because
[ naed the money. '

“I nea,” he replied. *I doubt If you
can do Just the kind of stuff wo want
for thls mogazine, But [ will look
over your story.”

It came back to me in a few days
with a priuted elip

Later, after 1 hud had more prac-
tice and had aequired .  kind of
“knack,” my work provided me with
an lneome that kept my rent paid, my
body fed and garbed. But [ had o be

“Do you write beenuse you like w]

careful of every cent, and the con-
stant effort to sult the notions and

1

|bnrrlbt)' dopressed the pext There
were periods of discouragement when
I almost gave up hope of making my
living with my pen. At.one of these
times I spoke my thought to my best

man friend. Will Mason was older
than I, and successful In his pro-
fesston. He knew much of the pub-

lishing business and was in touch with

many editors. 1 have often thought
that had he not gteered me through |
that fArst year | would never have
lind the courage to continue, Late one
afternoon 1 called at a magnzine office
lo offer to the editor an article I had
| in mind. 1 had never met this editor
before, and he was not a gentleman.
As 1 unfolded my plan he threw him-
self back in his chalr with a contempt.
uoua laugh

“None of that In oura!” he declared
roughly. "We don't want that stale
kind of stuff in our publication”

T felt my cheeks burn as 1 took the
elevator to the street
ns 1 left the building, and I actually
staggoered with & dumb nauses and
revoll against tha life | was leading. 1
felt as if I had been bogging, Instead
of offering to do honorable work. 1
did not take n car, but walked slowly

uptown. “I can't stand this kind of | children
thing any longer!" 1 muttered over
and over.

I repeated the declaration to Will
Muason when he called on me that eve-
ning. “I would rather take in wash-
Ing than hawk manuseripts nround!”™ |
I sanid. !

He shaook hls head, although there
wis a gleam of sympathy In his eyes
“Don’t talk Uke that” he protested

'You couldn't wash s pocket handker-
chief properly! You're up against it
all right, but you'll have to play the

game out, child. Tl help all 1T can
by standing on the side lnea and
cheering ™

He did. It was he who told me that

1 needed self-confidence, that 1 should
Beem brave even If 1 wasn't Aflm"
that T tried to be brave, and 1 was, I|
supposie, for things began to grow
brighter

| An editor offered me a hundred dal-
lars for a short story I had written.
A bundred dollars! Aand I did need
the money so badly! 1 was so much

oxclted over this plece of good fortune
that 1 called Will Mason up at his of-

fice and told him of it. He seemed an
| much pleased as 1 was and suggested
| that I meet him that eovening amd
dine with him in celebration of the
evenl. Perhapse it was unconvention-

al, for Will {s a married man, but 1

I.(!it.‘! not stop to think of that, and I

accepted. Will was kind to me, and

had a great bunch of violets at my
place ot dinner, We had a little table |
away off in a secluded corner of the
downtown hotel and had & merry time.

A week later a woman whom 1 knew
came to see me and told me that Mra.
Mason had heard that 1 had dined with
her husband and was angry That
evening Will came to call and 1 told
him frankly what I had heard.

“Please explain the matter to your
wife,” 1 urged.

He shrugged his _shouldera and
laughed. “Why shofld 17 She re
sents the fact that I took you out to
dinner. | saw a frlend of hers In the
restaurant that evening. Had I seen
her earlier, we would have gone some-
whera elss.”

“But—why?' 1 asked. "There was
no harm (n my dining with you, an old
friend."

“Of courss not., But people don't
want to belleve the best, but the
worst. And If there had been any
harm In it, whose business would it
have been anyway?"

“Your wife's and mina!" 1 flashed
out hotly.

He rosa to his feet with a forced
laugh. *"Your ldeas are as narrow as
Mra. Mason's,” he sald curtly. “I sup-
posed you were o more sensible woms
an. Good night!"
| I was alone once more, [ was tired,
and my head ached. My little parlor

wis doeadly dull. Was this all there
was to be In my life? A pleasant
| friendshlp was epolled. And yet what |
could 1 have done to keep It and my

self-reapect at the samé time? But 1

was horribly lonely. Not only did I

have nobody to Jove me, bul, worse

| 8tiil, T hnd nobody to love. 1 had give
eén my husband my all, and now my
heart was turned back upon liself.

But 1 had my work, I remembered,
und after this I wrought at it with
feverlsh Intensity. 1 took my next ar-
ticle to an editor whom 1 had met
several times, and bhe ordered somo
other work from me. He wanted to
talk It over with me, he eald. Would
| 1 go out and lunch with him, and we
could discuss it while we were eating
| und drinking?
| I flushed uncomfortably, for I knew
ha had a wife. He laughed merrily as
I tried, stammeringly, to “wonder it It
was all right.”

“It's only business, you know,” ho
sald. "I often ask some wowman writ-
er t lunch with me while we talk
magazine work. My wife llkes ma to
do 50, for then I eat a decent meal in-
stead of boltlng a sandwich and coffes
at a quick-indigestion lunchdountar,”

| the

It was dusk|avoant the holldny season

1 breathed frecly and murmured,
“Thank you Thes, and often since
then, I have wandered why nearly nll
the nlee men ?rn murrled.” For they
are. 1 thought so =t that time. I
knew It Inter ‘whon a young fellow
whott | had met at & friend's House
on one of the rare calls | made dur-
Ing my lonely 1ife, and who often came
to kea me, told e that he was golng
abroad that summer. [ spoke out the
thought that aroke Immediately to my
mind,

"How lovely for you!
shall miss you!"

“Miss me?" he asked, In soma sur-
prise .

“Yes," I declared. "1 shall miss you
and all the kind things you have done
for me. It has been nlce to have
someone (o bring me the newest mnov-
el, of & box of candy, or some one of
the many things that women like—
and which of late I bave had to do
without"

I was tired, and as T spoke one of
the waves of cruel remembrance, such
as all beresved persons know, swept
over me. [ suppose therg wera tears
in my eyes, for | had for the moment
forgotten the lad who stood near me. |
1 was recalled to the present by a hand {
on my shoulder

“l nm sorry,” the young fellow was
saying, “lor making yvou fesl like this.
I never faneled you oared for me ex.
capt ag you might eare for a brother!"

When 1 had explained and the dis-
comfited youth had gone, 1 sank down
upon my couch and Iaughed, then
eried. But the ory lasted longer than
laugh. Yes, all the nice men
weore married, and most of the un-
marrled men wore fools!

To thie lonely and sud hearted the
winter {8 not the dreariest timae, If wa
At least
it I8 not the drearlest time if one
lives In town. One can pull down the
shades, turn on the lights, and rend
at night. But the summer, with the
windows open and the hucksters mal-
Ing hideous sounds all day, with the
and polsy groups laughing
and talking on the gidewalks far into
the night—all these add horrors to
loneliness, And one cannot walk off
these Morrors by a swift tramp through
the open air.. The streets are hot and
dusty, and one Is unspeakably tired,

I appreciated all thls ps I walked
up Brodadway ‘ene July noon. I had
Just gecured an order for another ar-
ticle that would mean n hundred dol-
lars. 1 bad also, several months ago,
taken the editorship of A woman's de-
partment on & magazine, and this
would bring me in o small check each
month But any enthusinsm in my
work was growing faint, for 1 had nev-
er really loved it. What was it all
for? 1 asked myself. Just to keep
up the same round and grind, month
after month, year after year. There
was nothing else to look forward to—
nothing else!

The thought of marrying again had,
of course, come to my mind once In n
while, but 1 had put it from me as
something unutterably abhorrent. To
my way of thinking the widow who
married again had never loved her
first husband. 1 mused on this fact
for the twentieth time as 1 strolled
slowly uptown on that hot noon. 1
was brought to the present and my
surroundings by & pleasant wvolce
speaking my name. In front of me
stood a man whom T had met the year
of my marringe, and who had left New
York while I was still a bride. 1 had
always liked him, and maeeting him
just now, when I was morbld and de-
preseed, gave me the feeling that he
was an old frlend. His halr was
grayer than when I had last seen him,
he was handsomer for the flesh he had
galned, aud he had the well-groomed
look of a prosperous man. He fell in-
to step beslde me, and, after saking
a fewsquestions about mysslf and my
work, told me that he was now settled
definitely in New York and was glad
to renew our scquaintance. Might he
call?

Thus began a friendship that was o
help and stimulus to me. For the At
time since I had been alone I was the
happy possessor of a man frlend who
was old anough to be my adviser and
yot unattached and under no obliga-
tions to wite, mother, or slster. He
was good compnny, and we had many
dellghttul open-alr excursions togeth-
er. Daye In the Bronx wopds, trips
up the SBound, sfternoon teas together
—all rested and refreshed me. This
man was & great reader and excellent
critic, and would suggest gently and
tactfully this or that improvement in
my style. He read my work as fast
as It was published, and talked of it
with an Interest that was comforting
to my lonely heart. Perhaps what
appealed to me most was that he was,
like myself, lonely. Hls mother had
died the year hefore, he had no near
relatives, and ho bad been away from
New York eo long that he bad gotten
out of touch with many of his friends,
even had they been in town ut this
time of year. 1 got to depending ups
on him for companlouship, énd I knew
that he turned to me for rest and sym.
pathy. .

So it was natural that I should have
a feellng nlmost like jealousy when, in
the Inte sutumn, he told me thal sev-
eral of his old friends had looked him
up and had Invited him to thelr houses
for two evenings of the following
woeek. 1 lay awake far into that night
ressoning with myself and chiding my-
self. Why had I let myself lean on
this man's friendabip? Did I love him?
No—n thousand times no; Iif 1 com-
pured the feellng I had for him with
that which I had glven my husband!
Dd I want to marry him? Agiln, no!
But how I would miss him when his
friends clalmed him, ns 1 was sure
they would do pow that they had
found him! What & weak fool I had
besn to let myaelt becomes so depend.
ent upon this man for compantonship!
And pow all the awful lonellness

But how X

would come back to me, worns than
over, If that wors possible!

Several days passed before 1 aaw

him agaln. One Bundsy evening he
calied ng usunl. It was good to hear
his pleasant volee, to fesl his eord
hand clasp, to talk of the things tha
Intereatod us both,

Parhapa be and 1 wers thinking the
same the tn, forenddenly he sighed

“Do you know,” he said, “that |
have missed you minorably this week?
And yet I bave seen you twlee."

1 made no reply. His face and tone
were #erlous ng he added: "I have
acovpted three Invitutions for the com-

ing week, and 1 find myself wishing
they were all from you"

“I wish so, too,” was my unexpected
response.

Ho looked at me keenly, “Have
you missed ma?" he  questioned
abruptly,

“Yes"

He had risen to his feel, ns had I,
He stood In front of mae looking me
straight in the eyes.

“Will you be my wife?™ he asked,
without further preamble,

1 was no longer a young girl to
start and blush. 1 was simply n su-
perfluous woman, and a lenely one, 1
nnswered his questlon with another:
“Do you love me?”

B

HE THOUGHT THAT HE WAS HORRIBLY HURT

H you ‘are the best compan-
low and comrade In the world. | miss
yom find long for you when I am not
with you. 1 am proud to be the friond
of & woman with your mind, your
cofirage, your taok. And 1 nm not &
foolish boy, but a man of forty. You
have known one perfect love, so I do
not ask you If you love me, but | bhe
lleve you are fond of me. [ hope 1 may
make your life happy. WIll you mar
ry ma?"

e

I saw openlng before me a door into
A brighter world, into a lighted place

monotonous dreariness, the fear of
lonsliness and of a long, solltary life,
Elizabeth Stuart Phelpse has sald
“Fear {8 the multiple of suffering.”
1 had proved the truth of thls. In
the open doorway | saw slanding a
man whom I llked, who was congeninl,
who would care for me, and who
would let me care for him. And I put
my hand in bis and turned to the
Hghted door.

Do I regret It? Na.

Am I happy? Does any human bes
ing have in this world more than
one period of complete happiness?

(Copyright, by Moffut, Yard & Co) |

KING OF DUELISTS NO MORE

Death Removes Etlenne Laberdesque,
a Picturesque Figure of French
Capltal,

M. Etienne Laberdesque ls dead and
the boulevards of Paris are poorer by
reason of his passing, remarks the
Kansas Clty Btar. For Laberdeaque
was the most pleturesque of modern
swash-bucklers, and he might well
have strutted In the muddy streets
of Parls what time M. Francols Villon
and hls friends made those streets

unsafe after nightfall.

A sort of Twentleth Century
D'Artagnan, this Laberdesgque bristling
for duels with whoever fafled to
please his fancy. He should un.
doubtedly have worn doublet and
feathered cap, and a sword might very
fittingly have been a part of his every-
day costume. As It wae he knew how
to use & sword as well ag any man
in Paris, and he kept his ekill from
growing rusty. 2

Consider, it you will, how he fought
five duels with five friends of M, Max
Regls, mayor of Alglers, and when
the five had been conguersd, fought o
two day's duel with the mayor him-
self, Name of a name! This was a
man out of the heart of romance.

Of course, those duels were not too
bloody; but on the second day the
mayor was pricked upon the arm n
smart touch, and the biood spurted
beautifully, and the seconds rughed in,
and fell to disagreeing and chal-
lenging one another, and the specta-
tors took sides nod shouted epithetns
and deflances at one another; ay,
"twas 8 most vociferous affalr!

And M. Regls, dragged away by his
friends, brundished his unpricked ffst
and shouted:

“l fought you to ehow 1 was not
afrald of your sword. You are, never-
theless, an assassin.”

Whereupon Laberdesque challenged
him to another duel.

“Though his clothes were tha pro-
salo garb of modernity,” says the Lon-
don Globe, speaking of Laberdesque,
his spirit belonged Lo the days of
cloak and rufMe, when men drew
swords on & quarrel and spitted their
opponents deftly,. He was the hero
of more than a hundred duels. Tall
and broad, with a brown face, he
swaggered along the boulevards a few
years ago, ready to plek a quarrel
with any one whose presence was ob-
noxious to bim and ask for satisfac-
tion at the point of the sword. His
manner was grundiloguent and author-
itative.

“When he lifted his slouch bat
with a medleval flourish, yow could
almost see & cloak and sword bebind
his loungo sult. He rolled his name
grandly as he dellversd hls challenge
to those who were luckleas enough to
merit his apoger. ‘Laberr-desque,’ he
would say.

“Laberdesque was born In Cuba of
& Spanlgh wother. He quarreled
with his family at the age of slghteen

A=
i

and went to fight In the Venezuelan
revolution. WHen a revolution was
threataned In Cuba he turned there,
and In the course of threa years
fought forty-three duels with saber,
pistol and yataghan. His father suc-
ceaded in shipping him off to France,
where he enligted In the Spahis. He
had astonishing strength and was ca-
pable, it Is gald, even of carrying his
own tired horee on his back after
being earried about by it all day.”

After leaving the army, Laber
desque founded a club In Parls which
be called “Les Mousquetalres” All
the members were accomplished
swordsmen, and they made It thelr
business to malntain a censorship of
Parisan soclety. When the Mousque-
talres decided that 8 man wouldn't do
at all they sent him a challenge, and
he had either to leave Paris or take
a chance of being run through thae
body, To keep In practise the mem-
bers of the club used notched sworda
—swords with the polnts bare, butl a
noteh of wood an inch below, so that
though one might wound an oppo-
nent, he could not make a wound
more than an {neh deep.

Among his friends Laberdesque was
noted not only for his bravery, but for
his lavish generoaity, What belonged
to him belonged to his friends, And
how he loved to gather a Hitle knot
of Hstemera around him and with
maguificent gesture, rolllug volees and
flashing eye recount his adventures to
them! There was u naive, childlike
vanity about the man that quite'dis-
armed his hearers and made his brag-
gadoclo the most delightful extrava-
Eanza,

He was just past 40 when he dled,
but he bad certainly succeeded In
cramming & world of living Into those
40 yenrs, Ons of his last duels was
with M. Mesdaimy, agalnst whom he
ran for a seat In the French chamber
of deputies. Messimy boxed Laber
desque’s ears in & public mesting and,
of course, nothing but blood could
wipe out an Insult lke that, They
met and M. Messimy was disarmed
by the famous thrust to the arm, not
much more painful or dangerous thun
a barb wire eut Homnor was avenged,

Laberdesque leaves a widow, w
was the Marquise del Flores, & benuty
of Cuban and Spanish descent. 8he
was a kinswoman of the Spanlsh am
bassador to France

A Wayfarer's Ruse,

"Pleage, mum, could I trouble you
for a bottle of wine and a plate of
pate de fole gras?”

“What!"

“I merely said that, mum, to prove
to you that I have seen better dayn.
A few cold biagults will go."

i SSIES e =t
Ragtime,

Mr. Flatto—That was the besat plece
of ragtime I have heard on our plano-
player, dear.

Mra. Flatte—Well, that was ome of
those porous plasters 1 got In there
by mistake.

INOT HARD TO TEST DIAMOND

Bimple Methods by Which the Genu-
ine May Be Distingulshed From
the Artificlal,

Marvelously beautiful as are the imi
tation dlamonds of today, an experk
: | enced oye never mistakes them for the

striking a bargain, The facets on aj
real dinmond are rarely 5o regular as
thoss of really good tmitations. With
the latter the greatest care has to be
taken In grinding and polishing, =o
that there shall be no regularity in
the reflections of the lght

A filo eanpot sorateh a real nd,

but quickly injures an imitation. A
sapphire Is the next hardest wione to
& diamond und |ls an even better test
than the Ole

| the wator at once spreads out

through the lquid, but an Imitation
stone loses all Its brilliancy under wa-
tor. If you look through a dismond
at & black dot on a plece of white pa-
per you will see one black speck quite
clearly, It the dot Is blurred or mul-
t?ﬂhﬂ the stone I8 probably not gen-
uine,

Place one drop of water upon tha
face of a diamond, touch It with »
point of a pencil—the drop will keap.
ita globule form snd the slome remaln

dry. If the brilliant s un imitation |
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HOW HE RECOGNIZED THEM

Youthful Plcture Gazer Was Not Im-
pressed by Beauty of the Fages
of the Madonnas.

An art misslonary was giving an sx-
hibiflon of pictures to & crowd of set

tiement children. One small boy
seemed especially in the
Madonnas and Metensd veoly to

been shown he cried out excliedly:
“Here's another of them Il‘h we've
had before!™

The earnost young woman turned
with surprise. “Why, did you really

recognize it?" she i
“Yep—yer ¢'o #pot ‘em every time,”
““13:. “n-l:f nho m

yom, r ¥
touched and pleased. . 47!
“Burest thing you know!" the small
roplied. ,
misslonary thought a mo-
#ald softly lo bim, "Yes,

you mre right. You can distingulsh
them from other pletures. There i a
teadermess, a beauty, a sort of brood-
g or: such a5 you nevar
sae anywhere but in the face of Mary
a8 sho Jooks at the Child Jesus."
“Naw, ‘tain't that!" was the dis-
gusted rojoluder, “it's them rings
awayl” : oy

L]
Inseparahia.
Hoalth and

away from the black desolation, the |

Poliee Ragulations the Principal
Cause for Clear Atmosphere In
German Capital,

Visitors who go to Herlin to make
Induntrinl Investigations, belng vsually
awafe of the fact that the Kaiser's
capital Is one of the largest manu-
facturing oitles in the world, are
amazed that the alr I8 so free from
#moke, and set about to find the cause,
They usuglly go about it In the wrong
way, and come to the concluglon that

it Is all a matter of coincldence,

There are many reasons why Ber-
lin is smokeless, and these reasons
range all the way from police reguln-
tions to the economy of the inhabl-
tants in the use of fuel. There s ac-
tually no Jaw agalnst smoke, but
Clause 27, Part 2, Paragraph 10, says:

“The n ry measures for the
preserviation of (he public peace.
safely, and health, and the averting,
preveuting, and removing whatever
may be detrimenthl to the general
publla or to the Individudl members
thereof belong to the function and
duty of the police,

That 1s quite sufficient, nnd yel the
rensons why the police rarely have
to enforce this clause In regard (o
smoke are o be found elsewhere. 1n
the first place most of the blg fac-
torles were pluced, for that very rea-
son, on the eastern odge of the colty,
and the prevailing wind blows from
the west, so that It is only one day
out of five or slx that the smoke is
blown néross the elty, Second there
I the fuel used. This Is lignite or
“brown coal.” As a mineral It Is not

40 "o0ld" as Amerlean coal, s much
lighter In welght and is nlmost ¢n-
trely consumed on combustion. For
use It is usually compressed in the
form of briquettes, which burn stead-
Iy with almost no smpke,

One of the most Important factors
In making Berlin smokeless, howaver,
1s economieal. Locomotive firemen
and the stokers in factories receive
premiume for the ecoal they save
They are ordered from day to day or
from week to weak to keep up a cer-
tiln standard of heat, uaing a fxed
quantity of coal; If they manage to
keep up the standard with less fuel

| they are allowed a certaln percentage

of the valu® of the fuel saved. Thin
is one reason why Berlin stokers are
80 eagerly sought for by the trans-
Atlantio Jiners to tend their furnaces.

HOW TO BEAUTIFY THE HOME |
i

Careful Selection of Vines and Shrubs
Will Make Ordinary House
Attractive,

In making & garden of the home
grounds, the planting around the
house iteeif ahould recéive the first at.
tention. A careful selection of vines
and ehrubs will make an ordinary
hiouse attractive, and a besutiful one
even more charming. Study your own
bouse and ita architectural defects,
Luxuriant masses of vines will break
up the spaces of m wall that seems
blank and forbldding, and will con-
ceal any crude carpentry that the
veranda may display. Large shruba
banked against a house that standa
too high above the ground will give
It the effect of Atting more closely
into Ita surroundings, while the ap-
parent breadth of a house that 1s too
narrow can be Incroased materially
by a deep planting of shrubbery at
the sides,

Even it a house Is of good propor-
tions, the harsh lines of Its foundation
musl be concealed, and any irregular-
itles in Its outline, such as the an-
glen formed by steps or extending
wings, filled In with shrubbery. Flow-
ers wre not good for this purpose;
they do mot make musses thut are
rich enough to frame a bullding, More-
over, they are on duty for less than
half the year,

Choose shrubbery of varylng height
to avold monotony. Pearl bush, Tar-
tarian honeysuckls, American haw-
thorn, Uliae and syringa are excel-
lent tall shrubs that will succeed un-
der most conditions, Flgosa roses,
Spiren, Van Houtel, the drooping
golden bell, Jepanese barberry, and
the deutzlas are uvseful In front of
other shrubs to make a good transition
to the grass.

Drape the versnda with vioes, not
only for thelr beauty, but for the pri-
viey they will give, Virginis ereeper,
a. varlety of clHmbing roses, and
masses of feathery, whiteflowered cle
matls that blooms in the fall, clematla
paniculata, will muke the veranda de-
lightful for six months every Yeur,

Would Have More Gardens,

Mprs. Philip Martinesu, who has
come to this couniry to show Ameri-
cans how to make gardens, deplores
the fuct that there are so few gar-
dens (o this country. Bhe says that
Americans are so used to things on a
blg seale that they do not realize what
enn be dope with o garden plot no
bigger tlian a handkerchlef. London,
with all its smoke, she says, hus more
gardens than New York.

In Every Community.
HEvery town has {ta men who take
pleasure in running after other pee-
ple'n hats when they blow off.

Shadows.
"Oould you sfg that song about the
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